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than that. He couldn't say even that the
war had changed him greatly; it had crystal-
lized elements that were fluid in him by a
kind of slow pressure; it certainly had not
been a shock to him. He couldn't see that
the horrors of war were so very much worse
than the horrors of life. They were more
concentrated, and the compensations were
more concentrated also.

He rode on, thinking dispersedly to no

conclusions.   Beneath his thought was an

awareness, unfamiliar and bracing, of himself

as  an  isolated  atom,   complete  in  itself,

acknowledging no relation, yet being borne

swiftly by force of attraction to an alien

centre.   It seemed that he was not going to

Boston at all, but rather to some centre

of disturbance of which Boston was at most

the symbol   There would be an impact, and

then the atom called Bettington would fly

off into space again, but on his own path

still  and with  an  undiminished -velocity.

This underlying awareness had almost the

force of a law;;  it governed.him and gave

him strength.   His legs moved in obedience

to it.   It seemed to him that he was riding

faster than he had ever ridden before.   Even

his shortwindedness was in abeyance.